24	EAST  AGAIN
Near the doorway of the mosque of Bl~Aksa, near by—it was
once the church of Justinian—a stone slab in the pavement is
shown which is said to cover the mortal remains of the murderers
of Saint Thomas £ Becket. They are reported to have fled to
Jerusalem to seek, and let us hope to find, forgiveness for their
sins. Requiescant in $ace*
From the earliest times until the middle ages Palestine
never produced an art of its own. Great as the renown of
Jerusalem, it owed its fame to its trade rather than to its culture,
From North and South, East and West, came caravans that
discharged their merchandise within its gates, to be bought,
sold or exchanged, and carried elsewhere. The city was counted
amongst the great emporia of the East, but the architects and
the artists and the materials that they employed in its construction
and its decoration were introduced from other parts.
It was not until a time that seems almost yesterday, compared
to Jerusalem's antiquity, that a native art was evolved-     It is
seen to-day in some of the finest Saracenic buildings that exist in
the world, the colleges and religious institutions in the Haram-
al-Sherif to which reference has already been made,    Such art
treasures as have been discovered in Palestine bear the impress
and character of other lands.   Nowhere is this better demon-
strated than in the Museum at Jerusalem where a very interesting
collection is exhibited.   But even here little can claim to be of
Palestinian origin.   All that is best is foreign.   Perhaps the most
beautiful of the many objects exposed are the marble capitals of
columns, found in the Church of the Annunciation, gems of
exquisite Gothic sculpture dating from the time of the Crusades
and seemingly the work of French artists.   There are specimens
of old gold jewellery of fine workmanship, and the pottery is of
interest, if not for its artistic quality at least for the purpose it
serves as almost the only means of dating the early periods of
history,
It was a few days after my arrival in Jerusalem that I met with
the individual who became my guide, philosopher and friend*
He was a little Moslem boy of eleven years of age with a pathetic
wizened little face, none too well washed, and the emaciated body
of a very delicate child. His legs were like sticks. He had been
ill, run down by a motor-car while crossing a road, and one of his
hands was permanently injured. He offered to carry my camera
and his English was so good and his appearance so pathetic that
I readily acceded* He was a scholar at the principal Moslem

